IQfc                             LATER POEMS.
Arts came, and arms, and law, And majesty, and sacred form and fear;
Only that primal guest the fisher saw, Light, only light, was slow to reappear.
The Saviour's happy light, Wherein at first was dight His boon of life and immortality,
In desert ice of subtleties was spent Or drown'd in mists of childish wonderment, Fond fancies here, there false philosophy!
And harsh the temper grew Of men with mind thus darken'd and astray;
And scarce the boon of life could struggle
through, For want of light which should the boon convey.
Yet in this latter time The promise of the prime Seem'd to come true at last, 0 Abbey old!
It seem'd, a child of light did bring the dower Foreshown thee in thy consecration-hour, And in thy courts his shining freight unroll'd: Bright wits, and instincts sure,